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Life spokes into the town's sociable hub ;

Where, under confetti-freckle of lights,

The girls in banana-bright bandanas

Parade down prickly lanes and lines of eyes;

Others round fun-stand wait the rocket-flash

Of wit on upturned faces, or applaud

The seal-like vocalist balancing one last note on voice-

tip.

Far out on the wavering water they see
The pointed ship probe on to express end,
While they freely to-night at the slack edge
Of the vehement sea of affairs sit
And saunter; soon all must enter
That stiff and teeming centre, to-morrow
Each homing heart released by time-table
Springs dove-like back to office ark and task, gives
One last elastic look and snaps away.  .

Away from outer rout to inner rut

And ironed route; away from the wild

And unwalled waste of wish, the zig-zag tracks,.

The wilful freaks and fractures of habit.

The staccato acts of insurrection,

The guilty bed, the naked bathe, the night

Annexed from niggard eyes by drunkenness,

The lonely climb at dawn', all the jerky

Gap-toothed gamut of places and spaces.

Away from these eccentric ends to the city's

Centripetal calm and planetary core

Of custom and corporate act, away

To private lawns and privet lanes

With pilot curbs and polite drains,

Day's slick pay-lines, night's slack play-pens

Where we are ticketed and trickled into